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It is a well-worn cliche that we live in the era of overload. The optimistic 
view might be that we’ve reached a new and higher level of symbol 
density and we are now able to combine many individual symbols into 
complex relationships, or chunks, of information which can then be 
treated as a single mega symbol. The result: higher intelligence in an 
ever increasingly sensitized populace. 





The pessimistic view of our present situation might be that we have 
been bombarded with a barrage of information from the overloaded 
image bank to the point of overkill, resulting in a stupidly complacent 
society of de-sensitized robots. Mind boggled, we blunder towards our 
own annihilation, blindly led down the garden path by fear and the 
power of overload. 

Cute. Can both of these perspectives be true? Are we simultaneously 
funny and sad? Are our layers of meaning woven or crushed? 

On this point I’m scared but optimistic. I’ve been looking at overload 
in a new way. I no longer believe in the world. The image bank is the 
vast impersonal mind which we think of as God, and we live in the 
twilight of the gods. With overload, our new cruel overlord, we live in 
a kind of visual and mental uncertainty analogous to that loss of 
meaning Zen calls satori. 

I know I’m treading a fine line here, but if you believe, as I do, that to 
become one with God one has not to renounce anything but one’s self, 
then the information glut both causes and relieves our present spiritual 
catastrophe. 

Chaos is the earliest state of disorganized creation. We are blindly being 
impelled towards the creation of a new order of hidden meanings. 
Overload embraces all opposing forces in a state of undifferentiated 
dissolution. 

End result? End of the world or end of the world order. 

We live in the land of dreamy dreams. The moody transparency of our 
times both calls out for and denies our post-industrial overlord. We 



tremble with anticipation before its judgment. Believing in information 
is like believing in the Judeo-Christian God; you just have to believe in 
things you can’t see. 

It’s no wonder that we are sleepwalking our way into the future, into 
the information age. With the collapse of meaning, we can benefit from 
a system which we know to be corrupt. Information is a girl for men to 
play with, a swooning spirit which wavers in the ecstasy of bliss, in the 
excess of unbelievable knowledge, information is not knowledge. 
Knowledge is not wisdom. Wisdom is not beauty. Information is not 
truth. 

Hmmm. If you believe in overload as I now do, you will be alone. You 
will be surrounded by darkness and silence, and, in that moment, 
tenderly transformed. This is the way into the city of woe. This is the 
way of the forsaken people. 

You may have raised your voice here in protest and alarm, but it is 
ineffectual, consumed by overload and spat back at your face as 
harmless platitudes. 

Overload is smooth and slick. Overload has a Teflon president. 
Overload is the processed world. Scary? Overload is smart and ruthless. 
So let yourself go. We may be info Moonies, toads on a rose, but at the 
same time we are free. The fetishism of factuality no longer pumps the 
nation. We float on the flood of tears. 

As for myself, I sell the shadow. 

Look at the basic values of our society, the passivity of the people in a 
time of cold pure war. Overload deals with the disorders and 



disillusionments of our time. Never conventional, grossly sentimental, 
clumsy, or intentionless, overload services us with a high-tech 
mechanical dance of razzmatazz. 

Id? Superego? Ego? Forget it. Overload addresses the ideological 
contents of our time through the noisiest way possible, devouring the 
social neutral world in its own language. 

This morning I had to tell myself that I am part of the universe and that 
I have a right to be here. Overload gave me a haughty look and settled 
back onto the sofa where it was polishing its fingernails and watching a 
movie on television. It was studying to be a secretary. 



